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Our Lucy's thread went faster than her breath,
Which went too quick, we all know.    Marian Erie
Why, Marian Erie, you're not the fool to cry?
Your tears spoil Lady Waldemar's new dress,
You piece of pity! "

Marian rose up straight,

And, breaking through the talk and through the work,
Went outward, in the face of their surprise,
To Lucy's home, to nurse her back to life
Or down to death.    She knew, by such an act,
All place and grace were forfeit in the house,
Whose mistress would supply the missing hand
With necessary, not inhuman haste,
And take no blame.    But pity, too, had dues :
She could not leave a solitary soul
To founder in the dark, while she sat still
And lavished stitches on a lady's hem
As if no other work were paramount.
"Why, God," thought Marian, "has a missing hand
This moment; Lucy wants a drink, perhaps.
Let others miss me! never miss me, God !"

So Marian sat by Lucy's bed, content

With duty, and was strong, for recompense,

To hold the lamp of human love arm-high,

To catch the death-strained eyes and comfort them,

Until the angels, on the luminous side

Of death, had got theirs ready.    And she said,

If Lucy thanked her sometimes, called her kind,

It touched her strangely,    " Marian Erie called kind!

What, Marian, beaten and sold, who could not die 1

T is verily good fortune to be kind.